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'A lost soul,' sighed the Young Communist. 'He will
not see the light.'

One by one the boys and girls dropped off to sleep.
But I lay awake. I was not accustomed to the bare
damp ground as they were, and besides I was full of
thought. There was truth enough in Pavel's stern in*
dictment. Not even the revolutionary youths disputed
his facts as to local incompetence, arbitrariness, ineffi-
ciency. But it was not merely local. That was the grim
part of it. In village after village I had come on instances
of mismanagement, brutality, corruption, more woeful
and more destructive than the ones Pavel complained of.
Nor do leaders deny or hide the facts. Their common
lament, as I interviewed them in this and that place,
was that the new regime suffered from a lack of com-
petent men to do the work of governing. The old order
had not developed them, and the new one had not yet
had time to prepare them for their respective tasks.
Not an issue of the Moscow Pravda but devotes columns
to letters and articles depicting and denouncing the
destructive tactics of men in authority in the village as
well as in the city. Measures all the way from expulsion
from the revolutionary ranks to the death penalty have
been inaugurated to combat bureaucracy, officialdom, and
abuse of power. But that does not help their victims,
%nd there are so many of them. . . .

And yet. ...

The words of the young peasant revolutionaries flitted
through my mind. Science, technique, tractors, atheism,
education* culture, electricity ! New words these were
in the village, totally unknown in my boyhood days. I
couldn't help thinking of what boys talked about when
they came together in those times. Of girls, of course,
and of dances, of festivals, of horses, of trips to the woods
and to town fairs, and of the stories they had heard from
itinerant pedlars and gipsies and beggars. The world
outside scarcely existed for them. Few, very few of them
ever saw a newspaper, a book, a magazine. Few, very
few of them, went to school, none to college. They lived
like their fathers and grandfathers and great-grandfathers
before them, in filth, poverty, darkness, with no ambition,
no hope, no stimulus, shave their one immetnorial dreaftn.